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For the Demoerat.

NorTHAMPTON, Mas-, Sept 2, '57.
Friend Gould—I now redeem my
promise, and send you a few lises from
one of the mcst beautiful towns in the
Old Bay State. The scenery of this
valley, at this season of the year, is un-
surpassed by any I ever found in my
varied wanderings. Northampton bhas
- poen colobpated dgr the:neatuess
Bl private dwellings,
y of its business men, and

e -

‘at Stoddards, and Edwards and

Thompsons have adorned the ligher
walks of professional life in the variouns
departments of Theology, Law and
Medicine, while her classical schools
have sent candidates for the highest
Collegiate honors to Harverd, Yale,
Brunswick and Dartinouth. To this
place in the warm sammer months come
toil-worn men of wealth from the daty
beated strects of cities, to breath the
fresh mountain airs, and with their wives
and children to “ruralize” and dream
day-dreams, and for a time forget cor-
roding business ecares. Yonder on
Round Hill, amid those patriarchal trees,
stands the house which the sweet musi-
cian, whose voice charmed our Westein
world, and whosc virtues and charitics
won ourlove, Jenny Lind stopped awlile
to rest after her trinmphant carcer in
the United States. The view from
Round Hill is one that never tires the
beholdor. 1o the west the Iiusatonic
range of mouutains stretches along the
bluc outlines oj‘ their summits, shooting |
up 80 as to be clearly defined against
the sky. while in the south stand Tom
and Holyoke, like luncly giaut scati-
nels, while with a musical murmur the
Connceticut glides between.  Eight
amiles to the east the spires of Awmbherst
shoot up from a green buse formed by
chade trees, and the chapel tower of the
Colloge is plainly visible, and still far-
ther on rise the kLills in billowy succes-
glom.
a mountain so named from its concial
forui, on whose summit Pie-nies are of-
ten held and strains of musie; and joy-
ous shoutz, and merry peals of laughter
in mixed confusion float away towards
the valley below, waking many an an-
swering ccho from the rocky caverns of
the mountain side. Though it touches
Pdion and Ossa, yet it is casy for one
ascending to imagine the benutiful plain
below the classie valley of Tenpe, and
the silvery Connecticut, the Pencus, and
the busy husbandmen in the ficlds be-
low the eold Mysians, who trembled as
they saw shected ghosts of mist steal up
the rocky steps of Old Olympus, and
heard the thunder of Judpiter from its
clond eapped summit. But, I ought
not to particularize; all wostern Massa-
chusctts is abounding in beautiful scene-
ry, rich in historical associations, and
from her bright valleys genius has shone
in days gone by. and whils Nathaniel
Hawthorn eits so silent, and yet so bu-
sy under the lone pine tree by his door,
and builds houses with “seven gables,”
and makes us shrink as bhe holds out
his “searlet letters,” and Miss Sedg-
wick makes prese poetical, and Fanny
Kemble, with her “Year of Consolation,”
and the eccentric Beecher with his dog
noble; and a brain not half emptied of
#Star Papers,” while they are here, and
ﬁiﬂt‘ the “hills, rock-ribbed and an-
cient as the sun,” where Bryantin boy-
hood caught the beautiful imagery of
“Thanatopsis,” remain, western Maszn-
chusetts will never be an uninteresting
resort of the traveler. But think not
that amid these scemes, I forget Ohio.
I have only moved from onc scene of
beauty to another, and while the readers
of the Eaton Demeocrat are reading these
Yincs, here amid the hills, many an cye
through the poor medium of my de-
scriptive powers is striving to behold
your own town, sct like a gem iu the
Wdeep’ green of your luxuriant forests
and fields of waving corn. I hope I
may some day visit you again, and rest
awhile with the hosts of the “Old Ea-
‘gle,”" at whose house the weary traveler
ever finds the luxury of a home, and at
“arhose bountiful board he will also find
the lauxuries of the palate prepared in a
style and abundance which might ele-
vate still higher the reputation of many
houses styled the best.
time good bye.
- again, still farther Tast.

Truly your Friend,
WANDERER.

In the north rises the Sugar Loaf,

p&~ A wag proposes to publish a new
"w, to be.gulled the Cumnet, with an
ginal

tale cvery weck.

by

Now for this
You may hegr from me

FAisrellany
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FINDING A HUSBAND.

BY T'EGUY

Selert

MOREHEAD.

“Unele, may I ride Milo?” I said
one bright June morning, as he sat at
the breakfust table.

“Ride Milo!”

“Yes! it is such a beautiful day.”
“But he'll throw you.”

“I'hrow me!” And I laughed merri-
ly and incredulously. “Say yes, dear
unele,” I continued coaxingly, “there’s
no fear and I'm dying for a canter.”
“You'll die of a canter then,” he re-
torted, with his grim wit, *for he'll
break your neck. The horse has only
been ridden thres times, twice by bhim-
self and once by Joc.”

“But you've often said I was a better
rider than Joc.” Joe was the stable
boy. “That's a good uncle, now du.”
And I threw my arms about his neck
and kissed him.

I knew, by experience, that when 1
did this I generally carried the day.—
My uncle tried to look stern; but [ saw
he was relenting. le made 2 last ef-
fort, however, to deny me.

“Why not take Dobbin ¥ he said.
“Dobbin ! I eried.  “Qh, suail-pac-
gd Dobbin, on such a morning as this.
One might as well ride a rocking-horse
ot onee.”’

“Well, well,” he said, “if I must, I
muit., You'll tease the life out of me
it I don’t let you have your way. I
wish you'd zet a husband, you minx.
you're growinz beyoud vfy control.”
“Huwmph! n husband. Well, since
you say so, I'll begin to look out for
one to-day.”

“IIe’ll soon repent of his bargain,”
said my uncle, Lut his swiles belied his
words. “You're as short as pic-crust,
i you can’t have your way. -There”
seeiner I was about to speak, *‘go and
ot ready, while T tell Joe to saddle
Milo. Youlll set the house afire if I
don’t seud you off.”

Milo was soon at the door, a gay,
wetilesome volt, who laid his ears back
as | monnted and gave mea vicious look
I did not quite like.

“Take care,” said my uncle. +It's
not too late yet to give it up.” '

I was piqued.

¢] never give up anything,” T said.
“Not even the finding of a hasband,
ch ¥”

“No. I'll ride down to the poor
house and ask old Tony, the octugena-
rian pauper, to have me, and you'll be
forced to hire Poll Wilkes to cvok your
dinners.” And as @said this, my eyes
twinkled mischicveously, for uncle was
an old bachelor, who detested all stranze
women, and held an especial aversion to
Poll Wilkes, a sour old maid of forty-
seven, beeause, years ago, she had plot-
ted to entrap him into, matrimony.—
Before he could reply, I gave Milo his
head.

John Gilpin, we are told, went fust,
but I went faster. it was not long be-
fore the colt had it all his own way.—
At first I tried to chock his speed; bat
he got the bit in his mouth and all I
could do was to hold on and trust to
tiring him out. Trecs, funces and hou-
ses went by us like wild pizeons on the
wing. As lohg as the road was clear,
we did well enouzh, but suddenly com-
ing to a lLlasted oak, that started out,
spectre like, from the edge of a wood,
Milo shied, twisted half avound, and
plan‘el his fore-feet stubboruly in the
ground. I did not know I was {ulling,
till I felt myself in a mud-hole, which
lay at ong side of the road.

Ilere was a fine end to my boasted
horsemanship! DBut as the mud was
soft, T was not hurt, and the Indicrous
spectacle T presented, soon got the up-
per hand of my vexation. “A fine
chanee I have of findinz a husband, in
this condition,” I =aid to mysclf, recal-
ling my jest with uncle. *=If 1 could
find some mud dricd now, and pass my-
self for o mud nymph, I might Lave a
chance.” And I began to pick myself
up.

“Shall T help you, Miss 2
saild a deep, rich, manly voice.
I leoked up and saw a young man,
the suppressed merriment of whose
black cyes brought the blood to wmy
cheek, and made me for an instant
ashamed and angry. But on glancing
again at my dress, I could not help
laughing in spite of myself. 1 stood in
mud at least six inches hizher than the
tops of my shoes. My riding skirt was
plastered all over, so that it was almost
impossible to tell of what it was made.
My hands and arms were mud to the
elbows, for T had instinetively extended
them, in protecting mysall.

The young man, as Le spoke, turned
to the neighboring fence, and taking off
the top rail he placed it acruss the pud-
dle, then putting his arm around my
waist, he hifted me out, though not with-
out leaving my shoes behind.  While
he was fishinz these out, which he be-
gan immediately to do, L stole behind
the enormous oak, to hide my blushing
face, and serape the mud from my stock-
ings and riding skirt. T had managed
to pet tho first a little cleaner, but the
last was as thick as ever when my com-
panion made his appesrance with the
missing shoes, which he had seraped
till they were gnite presentable, and
leading Milogby the bridle.

suddenly

the colt; and there will be no danger
of him repeating his trick.”

I c¢ould not answer for shame, but
when in the saddle murmured some-
thing about not troubling him.

o ;ft's no trouble, not the least,” he
replied, standing hat in hand like a
knightly cavalier, and still retaining his,
hold on the bridle, “ and I ean’t really
let you go alone, forthe colt is as vicious
as he can bo, to-day. Look at his ears
and the red in his cyes. BAW yom
coming duown the road, snd expected
you to be thrown every minute, till 1
saw how well you rode. Nor would it
have happened, if he hadn't wheeled
and stopped like a trick horse in the
circus.”

I cannot tell how soothing was this
graceful way of excusing my mishap. 1
stole a glance under my eyelids at the
speaker, and saw that he was very hand-
some and gentlemanly, and apparently
about six and twenty, or several years
older than myself.

I liad hoped that uncle would be out
in ihe Selds, overlooking the men; but
as we enisred the gates, T saw him sit-
ting, provokingiy, at the open window ;
and by the time I hud sprung to the
ground, he eame out, his eyes Drins N
of mischicf. I did net dare to stop, but
tarning to my escoert, I said, “ My un-
ele, sir, won't you walk in,” and then
rushed up stairs.

In about halt an hour, just as I had

dressed, there was a knock at my door,
my uncle’s knock, I could not but open.
He was laughing a low sileat laugh, hiz
portly body shaking all over with sup-
pressed merriment.
“Ah! ready at last,” he said. #1
began to despair of you, you werc so
long, and came to hasten you. lHe's
waiting in the parlor still," he said in a
calicious whisper. “ You've my con-
sent, for 1 like him hngely, ouly who'd
have thought of finding a huskand in a
niud puddle.™

I slipped past my tormentor, profer-

ing to face even my escort than to run
the gauntlet of my uncle’s wit, and was
soon stammering my thanks to Mr.
Tewpleton, for as such my uncle, who
followed me down, introduced him.
To make short of what ¢lse would be
a long story, what was said in jost turued
out to be in earncst; fur in less than
zix months, in that very roowm, 1 stoed
up to -be Mrs. Templeton, MowTit all
came about T hurdly know. but I ecr-
tainly did find a liusband on that day.
Harry, for that is the name by which 1
call Mr. Templeton, says that I cutered
the parlor so transformed, my lizht blue
tissue floating about me so like a cloud
wreath, my checks so rosy, my eyes so
brizht, my eurls playing such hide-and
seek about my face, that, not expecting
such an apparition, he lost his heart at
onece.  He addy, for hie still knows how
to compliment as wéll as ever. that my
way, intellizent talk, o different from
the demure Miss he had expected, com-
pleted the business.

Harry was the son of an old neigh-
bor, who had Dbeen abroad for three
years, and befure that had been at col-
ledge, so that I bad never scen him ;
but uncle remembered him at onece, and
had insisted on his staying till T came
down, though ITarry, from delicacy
would have left after an inguiry about
my health. My uncle was one of those
who will not be put off. and so Harry
remuined, * the luckiest thing,” he says,
“T ever did.”

Milo is my favorite steed, for ITarry
broke him for me, and we are all as
happy as the day islong, uncle included;
for uncle insisted on our living with
him, and I told him at last, I would
consent, “ if only to keep Poll Wilkes
from cooking his dinner.” To which
he. answered, looking at Harry, “ You
see what a spit-fire she is, and you may
bless your stars if youn don't rue the
day she went out to FIND A HUSBAND.

Beavrmirvn ILLUsTRATION.—An old
eolored man delivering a sermon, made
use of the fullowing Leautiful illustration
of the hizh state of the good in the
other world :

“ Pare; my belubbed breddren, yeo
git de good roast gonsc, and darc you
zit de nice roast possum; gravy all
runnin’ down your muof; squash him
tween your fecfl”

Where upon an old coon in the con-
gregation, jumped up, shook his head,
and sungz out:

“Whew ! whew! too good ! so bress
my master ; you say dat agin, Cato go
wid you quick !”

pe. ¢ Grandpa, did you know that
the United States have been in the
habit of encouragingand acknowledging
tories 7"

“ Certainly not, what kind of tories ?"

“Terri-tories. Now give me some
peanuts, or I'll eatch the mecasles and
make you pay for ‘em.”

pen. “ Why don’t yon hold up your
head in the world, as I do?” asked n
haughty lawyer of a sterling old farmer.

= Squire,” replied the farmer, * sce
that field of grain ; the well-filled Leads
hang down, while those only that are
empty stand upright.”

pen. Tt i3 just as zensible a move to
undertake to get married without cour-
ting us to attempt to suceeed in busi-
ness without advertising.

per-It is thought to be a question
worthy of eonsideration whether a per-

“ Pray, let me sce you home,” said|son whese voice is broken, is not on that
he, “ If you will mount again, I'll lead| account better qualified to sing “pivces.”

the house, sir.  Sach thi
Towod hord !# __
“Tt won't do? ﬁy

go lo bed.”

A BAD
Once on a time in
and State of Massal
beauteous maiden of
we will eall Fanny
B was her devot

The courso- of truj
and in due time §
This occurred one 8
and the same  day €8
and happily ;o;:eli £
the Nist stage” of N
As a companion du voysge, a young
brother of the bride, a smischicvous
young rascal of fifteen, accompanied
them ; and well it would have been for
the happy pair if they had have trusted
themselves to their own society, and
left James at home, to ornament dog's
tails and snowball the schoolmaster.

Well, the party arrived in the city
and went to the St. Nicholas IHotel.
While George was duly attonding to the
comforts of his young wife, James, in
the performance of his duties as grooms-
man, went to the office of the hotel, to
enter the names and select the appro-
priate apariments. Pen in hand, a
brilliant idea struck him, and in pur-
suance therewith he enteced their sev-
eral names on the register thus :

James L :

Miss Fanny L 5

Gco‘rgc i_;.———, and S_I-“IL‘(?tU\I three
rooms fur their acvommodation.

Fanny retired early, Lelng somewhat
futigued with traveling. Uecorge smoked
his cigar for an hour er two; and
dreamed of his bachelorhood we
suppose, and finally requested to be
shown to his apartment. Aa obsequious
waiter came, candle in hand, and nsked
what number it was.

“ With the lady who came with me,”
George replicd, slightly Llashing.

The waiter smiled, and thenapproach-
ed an cxquisitely dressed elerk, and
whispered in his car. }

The clerk stepped up toGeorge and
repeated, < what room did you say sir?”

“ With the lady who arrited with me,”
George answered again, new blushing
to the tip of his cars, ’

The clerk smiled, and sloek his head
as if in pity of the unfortumate young
wan’s ignorance.

S 1t won't do, ®ir ;

#hace of B,
‘_':'---' lived a
ecn, whom
nd George

lan smooth,
married.
'8 morning,
¥eled cozily

-

you liave mistaken

want te

“ That you may very certainly do—
in your own room sir, but notin the
lady’s apartment, sir.”
“ The lLedy's apartment!
lady is my wife.
The elerk bowed ironieally.
“ All very fine, sir, but it wont o
down, sir; here is the cntry, =ir.”
George looked at the register, and
there was the entry, sure cnongh ; Miss
Fanny L , George B A

1le saw the whole seeret at a wlance.
Ile protested and entreated — but it
was of no use. Ile calied on James to
witness his veracity—but James was
nowhere to he found. The by-standers
langhed, and the elerk was inexorahble;
and the poor fellow was forced to retire
to his solitary chamber, to pass his bri-
dal night invoking Llessings on their
whole of *respectable liouses,) and
younger brothers. )

How Georze justified his conduct to
the disconsolate Fanny, this veritable
history doth not state.

Why that

= A northern exchange says there
are hundreds of people who becoms
very religious when they think danger
is nigh, and adds: We know of a man
who fell off from a bridge, across a cer-
tain river, and just as he found he must
go, and no help for it, bawled out at the
top of his voice—* Lord have mercy on
we—an gqduick, too 17

gg~+Do yon remember me? =aid a
apirit seller to his neighbor, whom he
visited on hi= death bed. “Yes said the
dying man I do remember you, and [ re-
member your shop where I formed the
habit which has ruined me for this world
and the next; and when I die my Leg-
gared widow and fatherless children will
remember you.”

Ax Arr Scrirruran QuoraTioN.—
A few evenings since, a pious old lady,
preparing to go to church, was secen to
take a considerable quantity of gold
from lier trunk, wrap it up carcfully in
her handkerchief, and put it in her
pocket. She remarked, that it was her
habit, that it kept her mind steady at
her devotions, *for, where the trea-
sure was, there will the heart be also.”

“Well, Bridget, did you put the
blister on your chest as 1 told you, and
did it rise 7"’

* Och, Mistress, dear, niver a chist
did T have to putit on, but shure, m'am,
I have a hair trunk, and stuck it _on
that, but sorry a rize did it riz; but,
ma'am, it tuk ivery bit of the hair off,
ag sure a2 I'm a sinner.”

5 A lady who must be a relative
of Mrs. Partington, we think, *by
marriage,” atleast, was entertaininzsome
friends with a leg of mutton at dinner,
the other day, when ene of her gnests
remarked that the mutton was excced
ingly fine guality.  Oh, yes,” said =he,
“my husband always buys the best.
He is a great epicae.”

=2 A person who had beecome some-
what dissipated was aceused of having
a loose character. T wish it were

loose,” suid Le, T'd soou shake it off.”

2dding tour.

| ng, al- |

Iarp Sermon Neo. 3.

My beloved breethren I am an unlarnt
Hardshell Baptist preacher of whom
you've no doubt hearn bofore, and I
now appear to expound tlis seripters,
and pint out the navrer way which leads
from a vain world to the strects of the
new dJeroosalem, and my text which I
shill choose for this oceasion is in the
lids of the Bible somewhere between the
| sacand-Elhvrania ill and the last Chapter
of Timothy Titus, and when you fin
it, it shall Ec in these words—*and they
shall gnaw a file and flee into the moun-
tains of Hepzidam, where the lion roar-
eth and the whang-doodle mourneth for
its first born." Now, my breethering,
as I have before told you, I am an un-
educated man and know nothing about
Ernmm:n- talk and collidge highfulutin,

ut I'm a plain unlarnt preecher of the
Gospil what’s been foreordained and
called to expound the seripters, and
save a perverse generation from the day
of wrath, for “thoy shall gnawa fileand
flece unto the mountains of Ilepzidam,
whare the lion roureth, and the whang-
doodle mourneth for its first horn.”

My bLeloved breethring, the tex says
they shall gonaw a file—it don’tsay they
nury, but they shall—and now there's
more'n one kind of file—there’s the
hand saw file, rat tail file, single file,
double file and profile, but the kind
spoken of here isn't one of them kind,
Leeaunse its a figger of speech, mny dear
Lreethering, and means goin' it alone
and getting ukered; for “they shall gnaw
a file and flee unto the mountains of
Hepzidam, whare the lion roarcth, and
the whang-doodle mourneth for its first
born.” And now there be some here
=ith fine closc on their bucks, brass
rings on their Snzerg, and lard on their
hair, what goes in while thov're young;
and therc be brothers here “'E:‘{f, a8
long as their constitutions and forly
cent whiskey last, zo it Blind: and there
be sisters here what, when they git
about sixteen ycars old, cut their tiller
ropes and go it with a rush, but I say,
wy dear breethering, take care youdon't
find when Gabriel plays Lis last trump,
that you've went it alone and zot uker-
ed, “for they ehall gnaw a file and flee
unto the mountains of Hapzidam, whare
the lion roareth, and the whang-doodle
m el thie lgss of its first born."
And; my brecthering, there’s more
dams besides Hepzidam. There’s Rott-
erdam, Haddam, Awmsterdam, Mill-dam
and don't-care-a-damn—the lagt of'which,
my dear breethering, is the wust of all,
and reminds me of a circumstance 1
once kunew in the State of 1llinois.—
There was a man what built him a mill
on the east fork of Anger ereck, and it
was a good mill, and ground a sight of
grain, but the man what built it was’'a
wisernble sinner and never giv anything
to the church, and my brecthering one
night there cawme a dreadful storm of
wind and rain, and the fountains of the
great deep was broken up, and the wa-
ters rushed down and swept that man’s
mill-dam into kinZdom come, and lo
and behold in the morning when he got
up he found it wasn't wuth a dam. Now
wmy dear breethering, when storms of
temptation overtake you, take care that
you don’t fall from grace, and become
like that man’s mill, not worth a d— n,
for “they shall gnaw a file and flee unto
the mountains of Hepzidam, whare the
lion roareth, and the whang-doodle
wmourncth for its first born.”

“Whare the lion roareth and the
whang-doodle mourneth for its first
born.” This part of the text, my breeth-
ering is another figger of speech, and
isn't to be taken as it says. It doesn’t
mean the howlin’ wilderness where John
the hardshell Baptist was foed onlocusts
and wild ingens, but it means my dear’
breethering, the city of New Urleans,
the mother of harlots and hard lots—
whare corn is wuth six bits abushel one
day, and nary red the next—whare nig-
gers is as thick as black bugs in spoiled
bzeon ham, and thieves, pick-pockets
end gamblers go kiting about thestreets
like weasels in a barn yard, whare they
have cream colored horses, gilded ecar-
riages, and marble saloons—whare hon-
est men are scarcer nor hen's teeth, and
a strange wowman once took in your
beloved preccher and bamboozled him
out of two hundred and twenty-seven
dollars in the twinkling of a sheep's
tail, for “they shall gnaw a filo and fice
unto the mountains of Hapzidawm whare,
the lion roarcth, and the whang-doodle
mourneth for its first born.”

My breethering T'm eaptain of that
flat-boat you sce ticd up thar, and I've
ot aboard of her flour and bacon, and
potatoes and oats aud apples, and as
good Monongnhela whiskey as you ever
drank, and 1'm mizhty apt to get a biyg
price for it all, but what, oh, my breeth-
ering, would it all be worth without re-
lidgion? There’s nothing like religion,
my broethering. It's better nor silver
and gold and jim-cracks, and you ean
no more get to Heaven without it than
a jay bird ean fly withoutatail. Thauk
the Lord, I'm an uneducated man, my
breethering, but I've sarched the serip-
ters from Dan to Bersheba, and the
hard shell is the best of all relidzions,
And its not like the Methodist whatex-
peets to get into Heaven by hollerin hell
fire, nor tho united brecthering what
takes each other by the seats of their
trowsers, and tries to lift thewselyves in-
to Heaven, nor the Catherlicks what
buys through tickets fram thur preests,
but it may be likened, my Lreethering,
unto o man what Irad Lo crozs a l'i\'(‘.'.
and when le got thar, the ferry bont

wias  gone, and he just rolled up his
- = .

breeches and waded over, hallelujah! for
“they shall gnaw a file and flec untothe
mountains of Hepzidam, where the lion
roareth and the whang-doodle mourneth
for its first born.” Pags the hat broth-
er Flint, and let every hard shell shell

out. Amen.

THE PASSION FOR DISPLAY.

The world iscrazy. The call for show
—show—and etill show.

who dares fall back on notling but his
real simple self for a power by whose aid
to get through the world, and extract en-
joyment as he goes along. There is too
much living to the eyes of other people.
There is no end to the aping, the mimie-
ry the false airs, and the superficial arts.
And until people take a new view of
things entirely, and resolve to turn a
very short cornerinorder to live o
bediently to such a view, the world will
go on as it has been goingon for ever so
long, and all ofus will continue to chnse
bubbles only to see them burst mere wa-
ter drops in our hands.

It requires rare courage, we must con-
fess to live up to ones enlighteped con-
victions in thesc times.  Unlesa you con-
sent to join in the general cheat, you are
hooted at and jostled out of reach.
There is no room for you mmong the
great mob of pretenders.—If a man dare
to live within his mean and is resolute
in his purpose not to appear to be more
than Le realy is, let him be applauded,
there is somothing fresh in sut:}n an ex-
ample. It deserves to be set down as
one of the oddities and curiosities of the
age. The few who devote themselvesto
such fine resolutions, ean we fear, be
counted upon the fingers. Dut still,
they are the little lecaven in the huge
lump. The mass will yet be stirred by
the truth and simplicity of their ex-
amples. When they shall suceced in re-
storing the old times again, then we may
begin to talk about the reconstruction
of society upon a new basis, and not
much befure.

TRYING TIIE LOY.

A tall Tong legged Hoosier, from Jas-
per county, Indiana, distinguished by a
little head perchied on a erane's neek—
accoutre:d with a swallow-tailed coat, and
pant ns that refused to be coaxed
dows hiz ankles—hboots shining with
tallow, and had not over half aninch of
brim—ztalked into the Richmond House
Iast week to get what he ealled a “funey
dinner.”” Being shown to the ordinary,
and asked by 2 servant what he weuld
have—

“Wal, dozenit, T don’t know.” said
he, casting his eye down the long and
scemingly endless array of fricandeaux,
cotellettes, ragouts, and other “kick-
shaws™ on the bill offare, which confoun-
ded him with their variety, while he de-
spaired of grapplinz with them all—
what would you take, Squire, ef you were
in my place? Ieouldn’t eat all themar
fixens, you kunow—I counlda’t, by thun-
der, ef 1 never was to have another meal
of vittles ina coon’zage.”

“Wouldn't you like some soup? asked
the waiter.

“Wal, Squire, you're beout right, 1
reckon. Bring on your soup, and then
I'll pitch into your biled vittles. You
tax all the same, they say, and it's hard
choosin™—So I'll jest try onz plate
throught the lot, I will of T bust!”

ErerNirr.—lternity has no gray
hairs!” the flowers fade, the heart withers,
n man grows old and dies, the world lies
down in the sepulchre of ages, but time
writes no wrinkles on the brow of eter-
nity.

Etetnity! Stupenduous thought.—
The ever-prasent, unborn, undecaying,
and undying—the endless chain com-
passing the life of God—the universe.

Harth has its beauties,but time shrouds
them for the grave; its honors, they are
but the sunshine of an hour; its palaces
they are but as thegilded sepulchers; its
possessions they are but bursting bub-
bles. Not 2o in the untried bourne.

In the dwelling of the Almighty can
come no foot-steps of deeay. Its day
will know no darkening—etoernal splen-
dors forbid the approach of night. Its
fountains will nevor fuil—they are fresh
from the etornal throne. Its glory will
never wane, for thereis the ever-present
God. Its harmonies will never cease;
exhaustless love supplies the song.

pen. Amelin, for thee —yes, nt thy
command, I'd pluek the stars from the
firmament — I'd pluck the sun, that
oriental god of day, who traverses
the blue arch of heaven in such majes-
tic splendor—1'd tear him from the sky
and—

“ Don’t Charles; it would be too hard,
interrupted Amelia.

pm. The most remarkable case on
record is that of the Yankee Soap man,
who in a violent storm at sea, saved
himself from death by taking a cake of
his own soap and washing himsclf ashore!

p=>=% Yousaved my life on one ocen-
sion,” said a beggar to captain under
whom Le had served. “ In what way ?"'
“Why. I served under you in battle,
and when you ran away, I fullowed.”

gey= Why is a young wman hugzging

his sweetheart like an epicure who per-

mits his wine to Iead him away ?
Beeause he is wasting what he loves.

A footman, proud ofhis grammar,
nsheved into the drawinz-room a Mr.
Foote and lis two little danshterz, with
this introduction:  “My, Foote avd the

ABNER L. BACKUS AND IIIS
DEFAMERS

It has always been a part of the tac-
tics of the opposition when the Demd-
eracy puts in nomination for an impor-
tant office, a faithful champion of its
principles—a man true to its organiza-
tion, its men and its measures—onc who
has served the public honestly and effi-
ciently, without forgetting his obliga-
laced him in

Thers is not{fians to the party that
d |one person in a thousand, wale vr females er—+to resort to slander and false-

ood to create a prejudice against him
in the public mind. This is especially
the case at this time with Mr. kus,
the Democratic nominee for Member of
the Board of Public Works.

Mr. B. is a native of Ohio, was borw id
Columbus, has lived in the State &l Nid
life, been in the public service sixteen
years, and never, until nominated by a
Dcmocratie! Convention, has the foul
tongune of slander lisped aught against
him. He served ns Assistant Engineer
during the entire construction of the
Miami and Erie canal—had chnrge of
its repairs, as Residént Engineer, five'
years, earned for limself a high reputa-
tion for compefency. ecfficiency an
sterling integrity. His political and
personal friends can proudly point te
his official record as Deing without a
stain. No man has stood higher in the
public cstimation for the past twenty
years, cither as a public officer, oras s
citizen, than Abner L. Backus. His
great energy, eminent qnalifieations;
scrupulous integrity and unflinching
adherence to the Democratic eause have
made him a favorite with the sterling,
Democracy of the Northwest; and, of
course, that is cnough to call forth the
bitter malignant attacks made wupon
him by the Black Republican press. An
unspotted life of a quarter of a contury
iz no sceurity against the character hy-
enas who do the dirty work of the oppo-
sition to the Democratic party. 'Ip'll:o
¥ ampires Who control the press of the op-
position, delight in assailing the private
character of every man purer than them-
selves. They have no principles to de-
fend, and for the purposc of diverting
public attention from their own pecula-’
tivns and frauds, to eseape the indignn-
tion of the plundering tax payers of
Olio, they raise the cry that the Demo-
eratic eandidatesare a great sct of scampa
—bigger raseals than their officers.

Mr. Bachus is charged with swindling
the State. How is this established ?
Why he made a bid for some work at
publie letting and then sold the bid for’
onc thousand dollars. It is true, they
say, this was no violation of law; but
was an act of moral terpitude. They
are a precious set of fellows to tal
about “ moral terpitude.”” Such a deli-
eate and refined appreciation of moral
responsibility comes with peculiar grace
from the seamps who are banded to-
gether under the name of Republicans,
for the sole purpose of publie plunder.
Mr. Bachus, made a bid for some work
whiclh he had an undoubted right to do,
and sold the bid and no man can point
to aletter of the law of Ohio, he violated
in doing so. Ile did not bid as an En-
gineer. IMe simply bid as a A. L.
Backus, a private citizen, and like every
bidder at that, and every letting of pub-
lic work, desired a contract if he could
get a profitable one. Did he get any
money out of the State? This is not
pretended but it is all that he’
shonld have taken the contract, becaunse
in refusing to do so, he caused the State’
an additional expense. But few men
could be found who would be willing to
take public work of any kind at less
than what it would cost to do it, merely
to save the State the moncy. Mr.
Bachus, although an Engincer, had the
same right to bid thai any other citizen
of Ohio had. ITaving made a bid he
had a right to dispose of it. It was
clearly his right to decide for himself
whether he would take the contract or”
decline it. He simply exercised this
right, and has never desired to conceal
the fact. There is no law of Ohio pre-
cluding an Engineer from bidding. How
then; has DMr. Backus wronged the
State.— Cleceland Plain Dealer.

pay-The New England Farmer in-
quires, *What cows should farmers
keep ?"—Fubbs suggests that they
should keep their own! a serious incon-
venience often  arises from a propensity
to keep those belonging to other folks.

pee. An  Irishman once bought an
alarm clock, and gave as his reason for
so doing, that he was in the habit of
laying in bed too long in the morning,
and when he wanted to wake himselt
up he had nothing to do but pull the
string.

pey-During a trial the other day, a
constable testifying with regard to a lady,
said: “I know nothing of her but what I
hear my neighbors say; and in my
opinion, what women say of one another
is not worthy of belief.”

A wag in New York, standing at the
corner of Oliver and Cherry streets, op-
posite to one of the ‘Catskill ica’ earts,
drew a piece of chalk from his pocket and
marked the letter M before the word ice,’
which of course made it read, ‘Cats kill
mice."

e~ A Western editor, in dunning
his subseribers, says he has responsibili-
tics he must mear,

vn. Punch -snys, “ a secret warranted
to koep in any climate, is a woman'a
age." Ilorrid Puach !

B=~The I‘;_'l“_i'_l;il.l Zone—The waist rik-

two Misses Feot”

Lon that hugs an old maid.
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